
DONT ASK WHERE IT IS, FOR NOBODY
fT ISN'T to be foui.d on any map; none of

j thf B S York City mention it:
a lho r. big sightseeing cars thal

roll down Broadwaj never proclaim it, for they
M more about it than does the big tratli.

polkeman who stands within twenty feet flf I

pottall nor thc half .nillion persons that pi
thoaa portall every day.

.etOT Land, tfl be esact, is situated a

'he eastern hai. of the bloch bounded bv Broa.!

way, Forty-fifth Street, Eighth Avenue aad

Forty-sixth Street, and within its t-oundanes

ara contained thc atagei of the Gaiety. the

Fulton and thc AetOT theatres. Thc entrance*

to these stages are cor.nected by a maze of

narrow streets or alleyi in which the stranger

would be .,uickly lost. but thc stranger is spared
that danger. for no millionaire's home in New

York is more doeely guarded against intrusion.

Surroun'dmg thia little unseen. unknown city
are the three thea'res and some dozen stores.

To this Itranga land there are three entrances

from the publie streets, but one of these is

closed. while thc two others are watched with

iealous care. Of the two open entrance.", one

lies between thc Fulton and the Gaiety thea-

tres on Forty-sixth Street. It is wide and m-

viting. but two slim and uninviting gentlemen
m uniform counteract any suggestion of hospi-
.alitv that may inrprcss the passerby. But il

tha Forty-sixth Street entrancc to Actor Land

i_ forbidding. the Broadway entrance is dis-

eoneerting. Imagine recognizing Forrest Wl-
nant, leading man of the "Turn to the Right!"
companv. walking along New York's most

famous street. Just as you are making up your
mind that it is a good opportunity to see how

a matinee idol knots his cravat or carnes his

,-ane, Winant suddenly turns, walks deliber-
atelv into a big "three-shect poster" that

stands between the lobby of the Astor and the

florist's store next door, and DIS.*\PPEARS
from sight. The big poster has opened magic-
ally, closed as mysteriously, and he is GONE.

You trv to follow, but quite as mysteriously a

eolored" person in uniform springs into being
and politcly informs you that it is "No thor-

oughfare."
But. as privileged characters, let us follow.

Through the mysterious opening sign the actor

steps into an alley that, if followed to its end,
would lead to the stage door of the Astor. But

half way down on the right there is a door in
a fence and through this Mr. Winant turns and
so straight to the stage entrance of the Gaiety.
Other favored men and women who have passea
through the rrrysterious sign on Broadway fol¬

low Mr. Winant to the first turn and then. turn-

ing sharply to thc right. reach the branch of

this involved system of streets that leads to

he entrance of the Fulton stage.
.-av, 1:30 of an afternoon. P'rom both

lltwdway and the Forty-sixth Street en-

men and women are hurrying to one or

r of the stage doors. They enter drcssed
garb of the street. but soon from tha

door of the Gaiety come a white haired.
faced woman. a shambling country lout,

a serious-faced man whose coat blows open
with the wind to reveal a detective's badge.
They turn the corner ef the alley, for there is
*.::.(. f..r a b-oath of fresh air before matinee

.urtain, and run plump into a group of German

.o'.diers. who might have come direct from the
?renchrs. To make Ihis even more realistic one

gets a view of what looks like shell-scarred
trenches themselves just to the south of Actor

Lard, for hundreds of workmen are digging
'he foundations, on Forty-fifth Street. for the
new Theatre Francaise.

If it is a pleasant day the maze of alleys will

bfl crowded with actor folk*. Fay Bainter.
'eading lady of the "Arms and the Girl" com-

oany. may be seen.the Tribune photographer
aw her. chatting with Mr. Winant and Taylor
Hoimes, of "Bunker Bean" fame.while two

The von Fv.ttkamers are a prolifio literary
family. Two ttories by Hedwig von Puttkamer
'¦.¦ave a],peared in The Tribune Sunday Maga-
rfwi "Thf Stronger Soul," on September 3,
.nd "When the Roses Phom," on October 1.

Anna Lume K. A. von Puttkamer, widow of the
rormcr Prnsavin Cabinrt MinLiter, was long
'nown an a unrit*T of poctry and history; Jesko
!.. C. von Puttkamer ta a Hfll *U*t ./ high stand¬

ing, and Baram** Marie Madelinc von Putt-
|«| aJ.-o di.-tirtfruL<hed herself in thr field

of firtion. The *rUtk**r of the story which fol¬
lows is Thea von Pv.rtkatnrr, no detaUs of
¦i hose eareer are recorded in the last German
'1'.''¦<¦.'_ Who."

It ia hard to aay just what basit of fact un-

derlies her tale of gufrilla savagery between
>he lines. The franc-tireur played a very con-

spicuovux role in the Franro-tierman war of
1K70-'7I. But thnt was because there was then
no general comcript ion in France, and in the
ptuntUat** overrun by fiermnn troops tena of

:nds of able-bodicd men remained at
and many of tli'-m organized into gucrilla

hnnd oid rngagrd in irregular and often
t**T*lu mvrdfrmis WUtfUT*. ln thii var only
>. omen, old men anA children huv* been left iic-
t'ind, and the scopt of franc-tireur activities
,'iae been greatly narrowed.
Hoveier tlxat may be, the situation with
hirh the rtory deals is handled with imagina-

¦,ra reyirnxnt and literary skill. There is noth-
».'/ 'figgerated or artificial in the tdvid pirt-
ire of trrror, mental and f**U*ifu\t whieh the
**%tk*t aoaJfia It ta uu4*r*tundabl* aaengh t,,

loMrfoMM, wha MW i,f, grittu ********** of
,,,ir Ind'nn CUmnuiout and of the fate of !¦¦¦

1*** Ameriean tolditr* I'ft te tke marc* a/ tk*
faMM prewtaag nta* tk* 9*\ttl* lines.

// -u- .**- -wE'I.L be bfldl' Wc'll come back and

" .
So they calied out, as they hur

ied from tha firi.M* lina to some cover whieh
ty ippoiluiMlj i'i thc rear Om at them looi
aai hta eanteen from bia Mt au bi ran, nnd

dlrtction of i body which aooghl
raighten ftoeU np ar.'l ytA eoold riot i

r,(-h from thfl blood -oak'¦! gr;.
"V,< :¦,. aod gM ''.1, wtthofli fail!"
f m if they arera ¦ littla icaat of braath (in
)i>i *, retfiil !i'( beartoften beati furic

ind geta up into the throat., the promise they

One Kntr.-ince Is a Gate.

jrottDg men who have achieved distineuon on

the stage as reformed crookl Frank Nelson
:ind William E. MeehaYfl baajl in the sun near

by. Nelson ia the "Dynamite Gilly" and llea*

sr ' ".""""

gave as they disappeared sounded very positive
and very rcassuring.

Yet it was hard to understand why they
didn't stand firm.why, at least. they didn't
grasp the arms raiscd pleadingiy toward them
.did not lift the crawling bodlBfl and care for
them. lor w-re they not comrades'.'
They could run away. They were still sound

in limb. I'ut were they not still comrades?
They had not suddenly become encmies of those
with whom they had hitherto fought side by
side anrl whom they now left lying here, just
at the moment when they most needed
tance, when they were writhing helplessly in
agony, when, with eyes growin.r every minute
duller, they aw their own precious blood flow-
ing away, without the strength to staunch it?
Fo* a moment the wounded men felt no

longer thc pain in their shattered bodies; their
mental suffering was shurper. Only gradually
the idea penetrated their clouded brain;.. They
can't do anything rise; they must go baek with¬
out us. Too much is at stakr in the game
the good ol the whole. One must take into ac¬

count first of all the safety of the living, of
the unwounded, those here at the front and
those baek hume.
We.wo are no longer of very great im¬

portance. Wc have come all at once into the
second, negligible line. But it is bitter, never-

theless. To have done one's duty, cheerfully
and bravely and then to he nothing but a sac-

rificc.a blecding, helpless sacrit'u <..

Hut they will come baek- either the com-

r.nles or thi- ambulance men.

"Yes. they will come baek."
So Volunteer Robert KrafTt bIm souglit to

rflJOOneik himaelf with the inevitable. lie had
been stricken down on the edge of the little
wood. lie had turnbled into sorne thorny black-
herry bufltlflfl. Tbflflfl took hold in tho cloth of
hia field gray uniform, tore the flesh of the
hand with whieh he had sought to break hll
fall, BBd j'avi- him a scraUh elear across his
i. ii. -«¦ k whi-n he turned his hi-.-ul toward the last
un wounded comrades hurrying baek through
tht? BBderbm. b, all rrraking :ateadily for the
nar.

Il«* n/iuuried lying there, imbedded in the
iping blaV-kberry \ inc*-.

"Aerur7-r*d!y unrornfortable; tyon thc black
bcuriea are unfriendly in thia confounded for-

*$*- ¦'rv*W
T'hotoa by Or.<*!i*y H-rvlcr.

Ifl

Narrow Is the Way, and Few There Be That Find It.

ngaam teant in the ttrttU ./ Aetortamm. ln the fortgranad art Fag Batntar, Undimg
wa\ma of tbt -Artnt and 'hr nirV Comnang, boldtng eonvtrtatknt wUb Taglar Holmes 0/
ISunker BflflM*- ftWOAt Ot Iflf figbt, nnd FotTtti W inant of "TflfB tO tbt IHyhf" at her left.

Bttnrooa .>/.-<? Iiainirr mad Mr. HolrnuA tt Fraub Iftttom, t>f mft robbar *>/ "7%. to the,

Mgbtr nmtTt bit ftUatt ttagt eraab, Wilttam B. Meehan, is Uambtg bapfQy agatntt the mmtl
wUb his bttadt in his pockets. Tt the figbt fl/ Ntltan ttandt Samuel liced and Mice. Hottbtgt
0/ (ftfl samt rompani). 'ierman soldins frnm "Arms and the CirV and prineipals from the

two othtr plays complete the flTflBf.

Iian tiie "Slippery Muggs" of "Turn to the
Right. Three anxious hxiking men in "eiti-
Btm'fl clothes" aro hovering about the groups.
They are the. stage managers of the three com-

[lanies, anxious that sociability shall not i';ter-

fere with "cues." Suddenly the groups begin
to dissolve. The show is on, or rather three
hov.s. In three theatres thousands of play-

goera are following the progress of three dif¬
ferent dramatic stories. There are many exits
and many entrances. and it would disturb the

peoplfl "in front" not a little of they could Bflfl

how the persecuted heroine of 000, the sorrow-

ing mother of another and the perplexed hero
of the third dashed from thc Belgium Inn, or

the luxurious library or the poor but clean

The Last Bullet
By Thia von Puttkamer: Translated, with Introductory Commeni,

by William L. McPherson.

eign land," he said to himself in a grim vein
of pleasantty.

Ile let bia eyes wander t:p toward the sky.
hoping tfl find something there which WOflld
relieve his mind from the terror of solitude,
from pain aad rage -some thought, a snatch of
sleep, perhaps u dream.
From a branch overhead a golden leaf drops

.lowly through the air. How it flutters and
sliimniers in the sunlight! It falls right on

the mouth of the wounded man, and from it ex-

halcs an odor, faint aad dolicatoj yet plainly
perceptiTa to his excHod nerrea, of impending
deeay,

Soniething like nausea attacks him. Not
that, for God's nake! Not carth heaped over

me, nor these nioulderir.g leaves to hidc my
face!
"Bah! I am not fallen, or even wounded. I

must get away! Back to my regiment! To do
my duty.to enjoy life.now, and later, and
always! I must bfl up and off!"
He tried vainly tfl lift his body.
"No? Well, then, I must stay here."
Somewhere in thc hip there was trouble .

somewhere in the hip and also in the i ight
arm. So one must wait. But they will advance
again; they will come back and help.

There was rifle fire again off to one side.
Single, scattcring reports. Oh, to be there
nnce more! To aim, to lire, to hii the mark'
How it recalled his hunt ing days! And now

ha waa Mmeelf tha banted- God ba thanked.not
pmiued and not trnpped, only wounded.
"Ifl could only lick the inllammation out of

rhy wounds as animals dol What is this danc-
ing before my cye.-'.' The liglits and shadows
play with me. The sun mirmr ttflfllf in the
faded white poplar leaves. These east their
ray. on PM like Ihe httle refleetor.- with which,
a> ehildran, wi aaed to annoy Um old maid
aamatraaa aero. thi way. Or nre they nhiit-
ing ihieldi? A new battle hagini.with ten
thousand Liliputian warriors. They clamber

down, sfick their needles in my wounds.in my
neck and hands. Comrades, help me!
"No, no; I come to you. I float softly. like

a golden leaf, into the blue, into the void"-

There.was not that his name?
"Ivrafft, Volunteer Krafft!"
It was his captain who calied.
The sleeper raised himself and made a mo¬

tion as if he would give a salutc. But it was

a failure. And, mcreiful heaven, the man

whose head he saw plainly through the black-
berry boahea did not look as if hc expected
sueh a demonstration of respect. So sallow.
his eyes distended as if he had seen something
horrible.

Once more thc call: "Krafft!"
But why so smothered?
ln a loud voice he answered: "Here, cap¬

tain!"
But the other turned around as if In terror.
"Hush! Not so loud!" he said.
He had not yet seen Krafft. The creepers

which had penetrated the latter's uniform and
into his body must have furnished a first rate
cover.

The captain looked anxiously behind him.
Could there be somebody on his trail?

Kratft comprehended now that he ought not
to speak loudly. He grasped some of the black
berry bushes in his hand and rustled them.
Now the captain, who was crawling on all

foaif and every now and then stopped to press
his hand to his breast, had caught sight of
the soldicr under the brambles. Dragging
himself eloscr, he whispered:
"Man. you hava a food hiding place there. I

MW you fall and felt that you must be some¬

where in thfl neighborhood. What's that you
say'.' Accoraad blackberry boiheal You ought
to bc glad that you are lying in them!"

His faca became dietorted again.
"Can you see- there---below there?"
He pointed toward the treneh in which the

ane uuter Ifl a liiii-lioard.

farmhouse, out into the sunlit afternoon for a

promer.ade through the alleys of Actor Land.
The visiting ifl not conlincd to the alleys. for

when time permits there are frequent social

V*xtO>\'

vanished skirmish line had sought temporary
shelter, and then, after a losing fight, had re-

treated further to the rear to make connection
with the main body.
"No? You see nothing?"
A pitiful cry came to their ears. As fright-

ened women scream.or tortured beasts. So
shrieked now.a man.

The volunteer felt as if a snake had struck
him.over his heart. He rnumlded a single
word and the captain nodded.

Again the fearful cry came. this time more

smothered. The two wounded men clenched
their tists. Alas, the shattered breast, the
broken hip! Not to be able to help! What
must the torment be when a soldier cried out
like that!
What atrocities had they devised this time.

the franc-tireurs?
Along with his conrpassion for a tortured

comrade there rose in Robert Krafft's mind
the horror whieh hc had already seen written
in the eaptain's bulging eyes.the horror of a

similar fate.
"They will come baek; they will save us yet,

aptain."
He pointed in the direction in whieh the

(ierman troops had disappeared. But his
teeth chattered as if with bitter cold. Good
God, he did not himself believe his own words!
This terrible fear? It was a thousand times
better to be dead, beyond pain, like the com¬

rade killed in action for whom only a few hours
ago he had felt a real sorrow.

What curse had fallen upon them that they
i-hould nol fall as brave rnen ought to fall, but
shudilering with fear of mutilation. tortured
like the poor \ictim in tiie abandoned trench?

"Captain. get in here quickly! Here nobody
can see you. any more than you could see me."
The captain measured the tangle of creepers

with a doleful look.
"Imp4issible, nry good man. It is too small

to cover two ul' us. Stay there, it i.s sufficient
eover for you."
The volunteer felt thankful that he had not

worked his way OUt of the bluckln-t ry brambles.
IVrhaps he was really in a safe place? Then
his concern for his company commander was

again awakened.
"Maybe they will not (ind us here undor

the thick trees, captain." he said.
"Don't you believe it. The old witch over

KNOWS
calls in the wings of thc varioua ftt,^
Pretty Lucy Cotton, of the Gaiety. may drop,
it the Fulton to tell Ethel Intropidi of . L,
gown she saw on Fifth A.enue. Henry Vc_t,i
the stern visaged German general of HATn.
and the Girl," has been been to wipe the rnoi«
ure from hi.* eyes as he watc'ied from off atai*
at the Gaiety the meeting bo.wcen Joe _._*-%
and his mother in the tirst a.*t of "Turn to _.

Right!" and then stop in for a laugh fo*
.cene from "Bunker Bean" on his way to *_,
Fulton, where he will rest.me his stern ._»,.
and demand that the Ameriean couple n.___
in the ipn or be shot for e.iies.

Canada's \\ ar Zone.
Continucd from Page Four.

visions left fewer men than was expected ta
train the reserves. And as most of the ._..
vivors are in England or at tbe front, _o_l
missions actually had t<> ceme from civil ljf
or from the ranks. This eanaed some troubU
but the abuses are being Cflrbed, and <.'anad__
officers are subjected to severe exuminttioy
before their commissions are confirmed. fw

tbe common below the citadel every afternocr,
we saw eompanies of high school boys drilli-4,
and from stuff like this the future ofnceri of
the Canadian army will come. They *.*,;,
dead earnest as they listcned to the tenetii
of the veteran who was driiling them.
The fact is that the Canadian govfrnn***

is generous in its treatment not oi.ly 0f t^
prisoners in its charge, but of the soldieri .*_,
are helping fight the empire's battle. in Kranct
Its military pay is probably the most libera]
ever offered to recruits, and already ita l*.^.
ers are planning pension pohcie-i. To __*_¦.
ried men Canada allows active service pay of
$1.10, plus a "separation allowanre" f0_ ._*.
wife amounting to 65 cents per day. Thia to-
tals $1.75. The unmarried private gets $1.10.
Non-commissioned officers receive i"0 ..(.,*.
extra as "commutation for quarter. and wp-
plies." Home service pay ll ? 1.10 for singit
men and $1.55 for married.
Widows are awarded .<:;_ a r. nth until rt.

married, and $*i per child. If tha daad soldur
was a widower, each child ia entitlfll t<_ gl_
a month. Depondents nf unma.nel men r*.
ccive $24 a month. Tho airnw :;j-ires are,*.
course, only what the governri***.' guarantm,
and are independent of gnntl made througt
the Patriotic Fund, whieh is maintained by
voluntary subscription.

This pension problem, bowetOl, is a!rtaf-
creating concern among Cl ".atescat
They admit quite Jrankly I are ita_j-
ing our own pension system, in ordar, ai -_
of them said, "to know w) I |." Eit-
mates vary, but tho average penakfl appw-
priation i.s figured at .. for carh
100,000 men at the front. If tha full Cim>
dian quota goes overseas. I fund .*_
reach an annual total of ?"* 7 ". '0,000,
some estimates are as high a .*I. 'O.OOO.OH
The financial eondition of the Dominion, b*
ever, is causing no concern. The war loanwa
far over-subscribed at home, an thi railrta
earnings are rapidly riling. I'
civil kind i.s going along arithout hindranct
and the huge terminal railroad d ^ks r«_|
constructed by thc goverri**x rr? v ;'.'.:fa_ *U
cost of $35,000,000 are being pprhad rapi_j
The fact of the matter is, the war has doot
Canada a great deal of good. Ber resourta
are enormous and an ai ;.¦* but s-rapeda
the surface, and the next tt n * eari should »
a marvellous devclopim .

n the Dooir
ion borders. The btggeet ratan Ofl the nt.
however. is of even more importaacfl to he
future. Aa a Canadian la rr.fmbe
of Parliament expressed i*. "Canada has mi
denly awakened to thc fact thal she is a a
tion."

there has sent out her children as dogs to boi
up the bush. One of them sav .* t a while lf*
But without that old devil, theii .*rar.dmo__*
they are afraid to take ar |
"How many are there of them?"
"So far as I could diatini h throufh**-

glass, three or four. The*. -nnnjet
of the ground like moahr

"Captain," whispered Kr IM ¦ ~*&
silence. "Captain, have jx a i-lver*
there are only three or tt I .*"

probably choke one of them with my taft ¦*'B*">
"1 have only two shots _

-evohre
said the company commar.¦!> r .¦ slow.y. ¦
if tighting against drow sir.es*, "and not t*

'ofher cartridge left."
"But thafs enough for ua both," hisaed ?-».

young man through the under! ru-h, w pttt
tratingly that the elder aoaned M awaken «*

of his half stupor, raioed bin U **rJ P.
through the bramble KIW l at his hiddo
neighbor.

"I beg of you. captain" (and it sour.ded w**

like a demand than a raqwel )', ' . *:rst-n'
for mc, captain."

"Listen, my good youi.g nnin" (aad *'*'*'
tain changed Mddenly to the t* ;,re famil*
form of personal addreea, though r,e^f.
them noticed it). "I shoot you? That i» **

possfoie.*
"Captain, you mu.-.-f Will J*u M ."*

butchered?"
"My dear man, I can't do it I eonM n**

go through with it. I OV9 earceiy do »l u

mysclf."
"Then give me the reulver. npl-k tW

to me now. 1*11 do it."
"No." said the 0-fcer, * **1"r,? *,,,T y

the sharp tone of command. even thougf
smiled. '

^
"No. Let your superior in tank hav*.?-,:

dencc in crossing to the oth* |* j
V.ui must wuit until tlu* very Iast mota^ u j
know that you are not alone in tha .v,rC'toP#f
am. iuu have a mother. I feel il "» ¦"**

.,
that you will bfl aarad. Wait, thea. eanv
last. But don't let yourself don't W .*-*-
be suffocatcd!"
The voltinteer was going ll 99*89

plaa. But the bullet was qokker tha 1
The dull report told hini that hi* "

Continucd on l\v; I¦'.¦''¦


